Transcription:
[written at a 45 degree angle at top of letter]
Annie sends you
a pressed horned-poppy
[written upside-down at top of letter]
Ruth sends her respects
I add this Monday and feel
in better spirits because I have
been busy. Not had time to think
Hampstead Aug 16/62
Well Dearest,
It is Sunday
again and I must finish my
letter according to agreement
Mother is gone again. over to
Clara’s this time, and I have
been busy most all day havn’t
been to meeting and consequently
havn’t got the head-ache to night
Havn’t seen the Dr again, intend
to go up next week and send
your other pocket-handkerchief to
you, by him., I wonder if you
have got the one I sent in the
letter. I didn’t tell Mrs Brewster
about her husband till she had
a letter returned she sent him,
and then I told her all but about
deserting I didn’t say anything
about that

Transcription:
She wanted me to ask you if you
wouldnt get the money due him
when they were paid off and
send to me just as you do yours
They will be likely to see hard
times this summer coming Winter
Father bought a paper last night
and you dont know how
dark everything looks. He read in
one place that Jeff Davis had issued
a proclamation ordering all prisoners
to be shot I tell you it went all
over me, for you know you told me
you should be more likely to be taken
prisoner than others soldiers. But
when I read it myself I understood
it to mean the officers and not
the soldiers. Oh my husband I have
but very little hopes of seeing you
again now that the war has begun
to look so hopeless. Everyone thinks
you will be called upon to go up
in a more fighting region, and then

Transcription:
I shall give up in despair. I was
just braging that I hadn’t got the
head-ache but Mrs. Brewster has just
gone from here and we have been
talking and if I talk on any
subject that is exciting it affects
my nervs and makes my head-ache
She wants you to let me know
if you have any news from her
husband let it be what it is
When we were little silly children
you used to wish we were off on an
isiland alone by ourselves and I wish
so more than ever now, I wish you &
I and our babies were had a little
world of our own where no cruel laws
would trouble us, but I know this is
all selfeshness and I am well satisfied
that our happiness is all ended, that
the life we were going to live for
each other is ended, and all that
remains for us to do is to enjoy our
priveledge of writing as long as it

Transcription:
lasts and then God only knows
what will become of me
O yes darling, your dear
loving letters are everything to me
I had rather receive such a letter
as you wrote me last, than the
$300, bounty they have voted to pay
the soldiers that enlist from this
town. You don’t know how happy you
have made me (comparetavly speaking)
by writing so often. And I know your
happiness depends on our letters as
much as mine. To night when I lay
my head on my pillow the last thought
before going to sleep will be of you
and in the morning the first thought
will be of you and my lonliness. It
always is. I feel just as though I had
forgotton for a little while how lonely
I am but when I awake and you are
not there, the recollection all comes
back, that I am alone - but I know it
is wicked to talk so, when my children are
spared to me and I have other friends around
me, but is it not alone to be without each
other? Good night. From your loving Emmy
[written along left side of letter]
(Bless you for your dear, kind, loving letters my darling)

